Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



\ , ^ aaSvN^^NV^^-^ ^- 



] 



:ecb>G00gle 



SE>*- 



7r 



kiP 










\^\ 



ICQMle' 



3V Google 



(nv Google 



3V Google 



TK L lii'rf VOKK 
I PUBLIC LlBRARt 



tbv Google 




3V Google 



TEARS 



"THE LOVE LETTERS OF - 



By 
LUCIE LACOSTE 



New York 

the avondale press 
1917 



ib, Google 



ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 

Grateful acknowledgement is made to the 
respective Publishers for permission to use the 
verses which are reprinted from Smart Set. 



, THE NEW 10R1C 
I PUBLIC LIBRARY 

827991 A 

. A1TOH. LENOX AtfD 

I T1L.DEN FOUNDATIONS 

» ^938 ' 



my Google 



DEDICATION 

TO YOU I 

Who swept over the beach of my soul 
with the might op an ocean in storm, 
tearing and shifting all the sand, and 
placidly swept back again to your 
eternal depth ; 

TO YOU I 

WHO LIFTED ME UP TO A MOUNTAIN WHERE 
ALL WAS SUNNY GOLD, THEN SHOOK THE 
EARTH FROM UNDER MY FEET, AND LEFT ME 
TO TUMBLE FATHOMS AND FATHOMS 
THROUGH SPACE ALONE; 

TO YOU I 

MY INFINITE HORIZON; 

TO YOU I 

MY PERPETUAL TWILIGHT. 
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HOW CAN I TELL OF MY LOVE 

Sometimes I say just one word, "Onliest." 
Yet it holds worlds, reverence for God, hope for 
eternity. 

In the wind, I hear the music of the countless 
souls that have truly loved and passed on ; 

In the bursting glow of sunlight I see a rainbow 
through my falling tears. 

! I say just one word, "Onliest" 

1 But I am foolish. 

I 

! How can I tell the full beauty of sunrise? 

I How can I tell of my love? 

i 
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LISTENING FOR YOUR CALL 

As THE mountains, holding their summits aloft, 
seem to be continually listening to the voice 
of God, so does my soul continually listen 
for your call. And I grow no wearier than 
they. Yet I know that you have no more 
need of me than the firmament has need 
of an extra star. 
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THE SWIMMER 

I AM as the swimmer who swims in the great 
ocean. He knows that no matter how well 
he swims he can never reach the other shore ; 
and I know I can never touch the other 
shore of your heart. 

But as the swimmer enjoys the water near the 
shore — for each breaker is part of the great 
sea — so the little I possess of you is part of 
the big You, and I joy that, that little of so 
much is mine. 
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YOU CARESSED ME 

Softly you whispered — called me your Sweet- 
heart. 

Night turned to day. Rose pink tinted the sky. 
Rose pink tinted the room. Happy rose flooded 
my whole soul. 

You caressed me — just like a breeze, and I 
laughed a low, happy laugh. 

Somewhere in the Infinite it was heard. 



Out of the impenetrable darkness a shriek 
pierced the vast night; some wild animal 
caught in a trap, moaned; lightning, with 
ferocity, slashed through the sky. It flashed 
into the room. 

Darkness. 

I trembled, 

Who was so fiercely jealous of our love? 
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LOVE'S HORIZON 

I ALWAYS know when you are near. When you 
are near the line of the horizon closes in 
about me — almost within touching distance. 
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YOUR PRISONER ETERNALLY 

You are the breeze of early morning — and like 

The wind that fans my cheek are your caresses. 

During the night in the blue-black silence I 
count the minutes that keep us apart. 

You are the sun, and the flower. 

By the wistful caresses of the sun the bud to full 
beauty expands; 

By the heedless melody of your laughter my soul 

is warmed eternally. 
I was the white foam, and you the green sea. 

Carelessly you flung me high, but as the bubbles 

drop back into the sea, 
You caught me in the silver net of your laughter 

— your prisoner eternally. 
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THE TEST OF PURITY 

Purity has value only when, like a flower that 
has weathered a heavy storm, it lifts its head, 
shakes off the drops of rain and laughs with 
the sun. 
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I COLOR TO YOUR WILL 
Daringly, with a laugh, you command me! 

And I color to your will, as obedient as the 
sea which reflects every shade of the rising sun 
at his command of day. Noiseless and bare- 
footed I run on the soft gray sand, letting the 
jeweled dust kiss my feet. 

I turn to the sea, and tenderly whisper a song 
that drowns the mystical music of the breakers, 
for I sing, "You are my bit of blue sky which 
I perceive between the blue mist of the pine 
forest." 
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REPRESSION 

Sometimes when I have smiled, my hands were 
held pressed against my heart, that you 
might not hear the sob. And you, laugh- 
ingly, carelessly, talked on. 
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A PURSUED SOUL 

The wind — it weeps, whirls, wails, bangs at my 
window with the persistency of a pursued 
soul. It rattles the glass, begging admission. 

I open the window; it whirls into the room, 
sweeps all my papers, opens my books, up- 
sets my flowers, spills the water which 
trickles down and slowly drops on the car- 
pet; while on the table, in a sea of water, 
my daffodils are floating. 

I close the window. Look at the havoc ! — smile ! 

With just such a whirl your soul met mine. 
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AS THROUGH AN OPEN WINDOW 

Sol You are tired of singing your song, and have 
come to me for respose. Wearily your 
steps lag, your basket of flowers looks heavy; 
your violets are drooped and withered. 

Your eyes no longer smile, your lips are set and 
silent. You are tired of singing your song, 
and have come to me for respose. 

No 1 no ! my friend, pass on, pass on 1 

Why do you stand there wearily moaning a 
melody, singing it into the dying red light 
of the setting sun — looking at me as through 
an open window? 

I tell you, pass on, pass onl 
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JUST AS J EALOUS AS ANY LITTLE 
GIRL 

I AM just as jealous as any little girl — 

I write your name all over the beach, and let 
the tide come in and wash it away, in order 
to write it over again ; 

I count the myriad stars, and give them each as 
name, one of your qualities; 

I see your profile against the sky in each golden- 
lined cloud ; 

I am just as jealous as any little girl! 

If I see you smile on any one I weep with the 
passion of a tropical storm. 

I am just as jealous as any little girll 
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TRYING TO FORGET YOU 

I AM trying to forget you, so I keep singing a 
song, murmuring it softly, quietly: — "When 
you look to the blue — the real blue sky 
above you, long not for a strip of gold, or 
the passionate glow of sunrise I" 

But alas! my song ends abruptly, for you were 
my strip of gold. And I lack the breath to 
continue, so I brush a tear away, and my 
hand loosens the waist, baring my neck to 
the wind, while with the tip of my feet I 
swing the hammock, back through space, 
and watch the red and white awning, rip- 
pling gently in the breeze. 
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PASSION'S CALL 

The night, the stars, the clear air. 
I tremble, I want you, I am cold. 
All seems white. 
I fall. 

The sun — red gold. 
When did it set? 
I laugh. 

Twilight, soft, gray-blue. 
A bird flies past me. 

Dawn — burning yellow, red, red gold. 

Dawn and a new promise. 

A breeze from my great sea, clean as God's 

breath. 
I thrill, I run, I skip. 
You are here, here, here — I hold you close. 

Morning — music ! Daylight — love ! 
You! Youl Youl 
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A CAST-OFF FLOWER 

One day you caught me, and laughingly 
looked into my eyes, and, as you would a flower, 
held me so close that all my petals fell off. 

I lay crushed in your path, but you passed on. 

Had you come to me with blood on your 
hands, I would have smiled, faced the Universe, 
and defied your enemies; 

But you left me to stem the tide of life alone, 
helpless — a tiny broken thing — a cast-off flower, 
— drifting. 
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THE SECRET SONG OF THE SEA 
On EVERY side the breakers spray me. 

With a laugh I shake the white bubbles from 
my body, and swim out to sea, until I reach a 
huge wave that rolls majestically towards the 
beach. 

As I near the shore, riding its crest and 
covered with foam, I hear the secret song of the 
sea — the melody of a woman's soul, that having 
renounced her lover, forever mourns him. 
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MY CROWN OF THORNS 

In MY room I have hung a crown, a crown of 
thorns and foliage. The leaves skilfully conceal 
the thorns, just as the memory of my days of 
sorrow are hidden by the brightness of, those 
that are joyous. 

Still, at night, when all is quiet, I pass my 
hand over the leaves, and let the thorns prick my 
skin. I kiss my fingers and remember that only 
through pain and suffering have I found the 
sanctity of love. 
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REPROACH 

I WILL not say to you, "Forget"; and you do 
not ask me to forgive. 

So to live the day, I laugh, I play; 

And then at night I permit another's arm to 
slightly press me as we dance. 

I let my eyes caress him, half convey, half 
conceal a message. 

I bare my slender arms to his gaze, and I 
laugh. 

But suddenly, out of the blue shadows — out 
of the darkened doorway, your form seems to 
step out, your eyes envelop me with their steady 
gaze, and pierce my soul with a reproach. 

I sway, I tremble, I run away. 
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MELANCHOLY OF A CUBAN NIGHT 

I SEEK the open road; then, hidden in the 
grass that heavy with dust, grows under the al- 
mond trees which fringe the road, I weep. 

Native couples pass by, men and women rid- 
ing their slow-trotting horses, sometimes the man 
hums a soft minor melody as they pass on; often 
they are silent, for they wend their way home. 

All is still as they disappear. 

Wonderful melancholy of a Cuban night! 

Oh, mystic majesty of the royal palms loom- 
ing in the air, so motionless, so still, during a 
windless night. The melody, the melody of their 
silence I And oh! the constancy of yours, for 
you will not ask me to forgive, and I do not say 
to you, "Forget." 

So I return to the yellow-lit ballroom. 

Another's hand seeks mine, his arms encircle 
me for the "danzon," and between my half-closed 
lashes — I smile at him, smile at him, smile. 
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TO THE DRIFTING BITS OF 
WOMANHOOD 

The drifting bits of womanhood are caught 
by the first emotions of life, as the seaweed, 
which is carried by the swiftly, unseen current 
of the breakers out to sea; they drift, lost. 

Carelessly tossed by the next silvery foaming 
breaker seeking the shore, they are hurled back 
on the sands of life, and, like a panting half- 
breathing animal, pause for a while; 

Then, like the empty, broken shells which 
even the sea has forgotten to gather as she ebbs, 
they lie overlooked by all. 

Poor half-uprooted flowers, which ever so 
faintly try to grasp their former hold on the 
soft warm earth, they struggle on, though like the 
feeble rays of the sun which pierce the black 
clouds of their darkened universe — they live 
from day to day, smile, dance, go on, on, on — to 
what? 
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A WAIL OF AUTUMN 

Yes, I have changed — I know it. 
Even the wind is not always the same; 
Sometimes it blows damp and rainy from the 

East; 
Sometimes it blows soft and tender from the 

South. 

The sky turns from blue — to gray — to gold. 
The sea is calm, it is blue. The sea is rough, 

it swells and turns to black; 
The sea becomes placid, it subsides to a quiet 

gray. 

Yes, I have changed. I know it. 

The bud is too soon the flower; the flower drops 
its withered petals, one by one, disconso- 
lately, to the ground. 

I, from a laugh — a laugh of Spring, have 
changed into a patient wail, a wail of 
Autumn — 

Waiting for you. 
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THE CREATURE AT BAY 
THE wet, wet pavement is a sea of ebony, 
The yellow lights of the street lamp flicker, and 

pierce through the long, thread-like falling 

rain. 
A girl with wet, shrunken skirt clinging about 

her, and whose battered umbrella refuses to 

shelter her, crosses the street. 
The rain drops whip her cheek, — and I hear a 

cry, a cry murmured low, of a creature at 

bay, 

"Black, black void of my shattered soul." 



A room, heavy with tobacco; a cheap, noisy or- 
chestra that rattles, rattles; tables, empty 
whiskey glasses, lighted cigarettes, and 
coarse laughter. 

And the girl with wet, shrunken skirt clinging 
about her, lifts the glass of burning yellow 
liquid to her lips. 
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Her pasty white face — a bloodless ghost of de- 
serted beauty — shows ghastly in the strong, 
white electric light. 

Her lips smile defiantly; 

But I hear a cry, a cry murmured low, of a crea- 
ture at bay, 

"Black, black void of my shattered soul." 
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NEBULOUS 

I am a bell that tolls through a deserted village— 
You do not hear me. 

I am a solitary weed that grows in the desert — 
You walk past me. 

I am a tear that falls from the eye of a child— 
You do not see me. 

I am a flower adrift at sea — 
You do not heed me. 
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THE SHACKLES OF MY CONSTANCY 

I LONG to pour at your feet the worship of my 
soul. 

I can no longer weep. 

It seems as if my bosom were rent from shoulder 
to shoulder, 

And my heart laid bare, exposed — shedding 
huge drops of blood. 

But I smile through it all 
At him ; and yet, at him — and at him. 
I laugh and talk, 

Only seeing in my mind your smile for an 
answer. 

Through the lonely blue-black of night I watch 
the stars dim, and disappear, and the faint 
glow of dawn paint the sky from gray to 
pink. 

In the stillness that envelops me, as the day 
breaks forth, royally victorious, 



my Google 



I tremble, 

For I know I will never break the shackles of 
my constancy. 

As powerless am I to forget, as the pebble buried 
deep — fathoms deep under great, green 
swells of the sea — is impotent to drain all 
the salty waters. 

So I smile at him — and yet, at him — and at him. 

Sometimes madly, often sadly, but always to the 
You in my soul — 

In the smell of the red rose, in the happy yellow 
daffodil, in the careless flight of the bird as 
it soars unconsciously towards the blue sky, 
reaching nowhere, 

I sing my secret. 

I long to pour at your feet the worship of my 
soul. 
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A PROPHECY 

An April day — a day that bursts with gladness. 

I hear a voice within me singing. "Do not weep, 
for an unfulfilled desire, for with time it 
shall fade far back in your memory, — be- 
come vague, vague and indistinct, as the 
outlines of a tree in a dense fog." 
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MY RECKLESS MESSAGE 

"I AM weary of waiting for him," I said to the 
wind. 

The wind caressed me, swept past me, and 
carried my reckless message to him. 

"Look!" I said to the moon, "My soul is as clear 
as your light. Yet he will not believe in me. 
I am weary of waiting for him." And a big 
black cloud passed over the moon, and 
carried my reckless message to him. 

Madly I buried my face among the roses. A 
tiny red rambler that grows by my window. 
"Listen I" I said, " I hate your color. It is 
only a promise of half revealed, unfulfilled 
love. Go, tell him I'm weary, weary at 
heart." And tears from my eyes fell on the 
roses ; 

The roses faded yellow, withered and dropped 
off in silence. 



my Google 



(nv Google 



MONOTONY 

You are forgetful of me and I am sad — 

I weep with the monotony of a long rainy day. 
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POWERLESS 

You are the flame that leaps up between me and 
the beyond. 

You are the tender gray fog that removes and 
blurs the past. 

And yet I fear I am as powerless as the beach, 
that can neither command the silvery 
breakers to advance, or forbid them to ebb, 
but just accepts the green water to slide and 
cover her golden sands with the sea's bubbles 
and white foam — 

As I permit your nature to dominate mine. 
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WHY? 

Why did you come again, Beloved, and take me 

so thoughtlessly in your arms? 
Why did you kiss my throat, caress and re-caress 

my long hair? 

Why did you tenderly kiss my lips, and with your 
kisses, awaken my whole being, setting it on 
fire — as ruthlessly as the forest, lakes, green 
hills and seas would glow and flare yellow 
if the sun suddenly descended and dropped 
upon them? 

Then, smilingly, and with a wave of the hand, 
why did you leave me to myself again? 
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UNDERSTANDING 

We parted, and you left me only the sob that fol- 
lows deep suffering. 

I strive to smother my love in the wine and song 
of the gay "dansant." 

I sit listening to the noisy orchestra, watching 
the agile movements of the bare legs and 
arms of the dancers, as they whirl reck- 
lessly on the lighted platform in the smoke- 
filled room. 

I long for a breath of fresh air, and pass out 
to be alone with the night. 

I stifle a sob that follows, — immense, innumer- 
able, fathomless suffering. 

I think of the day I encountered you. After your 
love had lived its climax, you met and passed 
me by; but he — your dog, of the large 
golden eyes, as I buried my fingers in his 
soft, warm fur, striving to control the tears 
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that trembled on my lids — looked up at me, 
and raising his deep, subtle eyes to mine, 
understandingly, lovingly licked my face. 

But you passed me by; and for the hours of love 
I gave you, left to me a sob, and the 
memory — 

That he, 

Your dog, 

Lovingly, understandingly licked my face 

As you smiled and passed me by. 
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I SING MY SONG IN MY OWN WAY 

It is the crudest thing I know — 
This love I have for you. 

It grips my soul, until powerless, I sing a song 
of despair. 

But it's my song, and I sing my song in my own, 
own way. 

I sing my song in my own way, 

As unconcernedly 

As a child, who gathers shells on the beach at 

twilight, 
While the wind ripples and plays with its dress, 

and the silvery sea darkens. 
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THE MARRIAGE SONG 

She 

I CALL you Husband, whose broad shoulders 
cover even my vision of the sun, and I sing my 
song of contentment. 

I call you Mate, who, stepping out of the 
singing, surging sea of men, has claimed me to 
wife, and I sing my song of contentment, forever, 
couplets tumbling one on the other. 

Forever I sing them to you, and my trust in 
you multiplies, as the brilliant stars in the purple 
sky of the summer night. 

He 
Beloved, I call you my Inspiration — my in- 
spiration that sweeps the sky of my desire, beauti- 
fully, like large white clouds that drift across the 
heavens, shifted here, there, by the wind. 

She 

For I love you, and if I love you, willingly 
will I do as you bid. 
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I shall listen to your word, even as the tender 
green branches on a young tree tremble in the 
wind ; and though sometimes your command may 
be rough and harsh, still I shall sway and bend, 
though I will not break, but, as the leaves glisten 
brightly in the sunshine after the light summer 
rain, I will repeat, 

"I trust you whom I call Husband." 

He 

Never to fail you, Beloved, when your call 
rings through the blackness of night; 

Never to shift part of the burden or the 
suffering which you must sometime encounter. 

She 

Courageously do I pray to bring forth your 
children, for they shall bloom in beauty from the 
first. 

Shall we not call them love-children? 
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He 

Aye, so shall you fill my heart, that no other 
but you and their little voices shall find a hearing 
in it 

She 

Never to fail in my trust or to doubt you, 
and though the multitude may point their fingers 
at you in scorn, proudly shall I lift my head and 
face the heavens, calling loudly, 

"He whom I trust, I call Husband." 
He 

All your little failures and misdeeds will be 
but child-play in my eyes, and if the wind ever 
shakes the branch that carries the blossoms of 
your frail, mortal self, I shall repeat, "She can 
commit no wrong." 

She 

Life holds no deeper tones of melody than the 
friendship of two human souls. 
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He 

They are beautiful, the mountain peaks 
covered with snow, formidably strong in their 
white silence. 

She 

Aye, so shall I color to your love, even as 
those snow peaks reflect red with dawn and gold 
with the sunset. 



And now, the Almighty One at last smiles, for 
he has pronounced us Man and Wife. 
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REVERIE 

I 

Swept by the winds of time, events like an 
open sea stretch between you and me. 

And I, as one who stands upon a vast prairie 
enveloped by the purple blue of a starless sky — 
laugh softly, for, have You not written your 
smile in my heart, where I alone can see it. 

II 

At twilight on the beach, I play with the little 
self of you that might have been— your smaller 
shadow. 

Slowly against the gray sands there forms in 
shadowy outline a frailer you — tinier shoulders, 
fragile limbs, and laughing eyes. 
Your smaller shadow. 
I put out my hand eager to caress it; 
It vanishes; 
I wipe a tear away, 

And watch the tinier ripples race the huge 
breakers to the shore. 
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/// 

Head bowed low I weep, I weep. 

For the days that were yours were mine, 
when your smile like the stars lit the life in my 
heart; 

Now I watch the light from my cigarette 
gleam as a yellow topaz in a darkened room — 
my eyes linger over the leopard rug — and I write 
your name in smoke. 
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YOU AND I 

We need no words, you and I. Your spirit 
calls me and I thrill. 

Sometimes I feel my eyes grow sad, and their 
weary lids droop heavily; and then, though you 
may be miles away, I know all is not well with 
you. 

The other day 

I sat on the sands, the strong sea wind caressed 
my face. Carelessly my fingers traced your name 
in the yellow sand. 

I watched the sea gulls circle and circle the 
shore in their graceful flight over the great sea. 

Soon from out of the horizon, black clouds 
came rolling slowly, covering the blue sky. 

The ocean blackened, 

And the sea gulls flew higher and higher. 

The wind lifted the sea in heavy swells, and 
dashed the white spray back into the waters. 
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A golden flash of lightning carelessly tore the 
black clouds asunder. 

Large drops of rain whipped my cheek; I 
laughed. 

And my eyes searched for your name that I 
had playfully written, but the wind had dis- 
persed and shifted the sand and swept it all away. 

And I thought, "I know, I know, 

He does not want me to write his name even 
in the sand." 

Ah 1 between you and me, we need no words, 
we need no words. 
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ON THE ROCKS 

All songs, whistled off tune, seem mellow to 
my unheeding ears, Oh, my Beloved I 

For my soul is as a vessel that, powerless, has 
been tossed here, there, by the heaving bitter 
swells of the sea, and shattered on the rocks, 
awaits your coming to gather the broken 
pieces, rebuild, and set me out to sea to float 
once more. 
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IN PASSIONATE REVOLT 

THE amber light from my cigarette gleams like 
a tiny sun between the ragged, black, cloudy 



Between me and the blue, curling smoke from 
my cigarette there rises your face. 

Lips pressed tight together and eyes almost shut, 
I question it 

"Why did you leave me?" I cry in passionate 
revolt, and your eyes merely sparkle as the 
sea on a summer's day. 

"Why did you let me wander and become one 
with the starved who sit around the cafe 
tables and hear their riotous laughter echo?" 

And your eyes merely smile as the sea on a sum- 
mer's day. And around me the rattle, rattle, 
of the dishes, the waitresses running con- 
tinuously back and forth, flashing the rude 
silver and thick glasses, the shuffle of the 
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people and the heavy smoke, deprive me of 
breath. 

Heeding no comments I seek the night air, and 
again as I stand on the city pavement, 
slightly my lips frame the question, "Why 
did you leave me?" 
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REALIZATION 

Every single creature has a soul; only in- 
dividually, every one is not given the equal 
power of realization of that soul. 
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ALWAYS YOU FOLLOW ME 

SLOWLY I divest myself of my cloak, jewels, 
and the luxury that surrounds me, and al- 
ways you follow me — always you follow me. 

Slowly I divest myself of friends, pleasure, and 
human understanding, and always you fol- 
low me — always you follow me. 

In the drops of dew that linger on the blades of 
grass after the sun has risen I seem to see 
your tears. 

In the sweep of the winds that wreck the white 
sails of boats, and shake the tall buildings, 
you follow me. 

In the wail of the wind that weeps as it dies out, 
I hear your cry; 

And when the rain on a cloudy day seems for 
eternity to have shut out the sunlight, I sit 
and wonder about you. 

I revolt. I bar my very doors against you. 

Without friends, without books, without laugh- 
ter, I strive to shut you out, but always you 
follow me — always you follow me. 
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THE MIRROR OF MY SOUL 

It's a small, small thing to be a woman — to 
swim in the circle of one's emotions, to give 
one's soul for a kiss, or a song, or a penny; 

But the horizon of my love is limitless, and 
it takes you in, yes, it takes you in. 

A tear; it trembled on my cheek. Before it 
fell I brushed it off, 

And murmured, 

"All battles to be finally won are to be faced 
alone. 

Strip yourself before the mirror of your soul. 

Count unafraid your failures, your misdeeds, 

Then 

Await that sheet of fire which floods the 
sky at dawn, 

And into that passionate glow 

Flaunt a passionate promise of better things, 
nobler deeds, higher aims. 

All battles to be finally won are to be faced 
alone." 

But the horizon of my love is limitless, and 
it takes you in, yes, it takes you in. 
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BRAVING LIFE 

A YOUTH passing by was singing a song, "Life, 
Life, and one love that dies in eternity." 

"Ha! Ha!" said an old man while his hands 
stroked his beard. "Many landscapes, many 
seas, many storms, many loves." 

Then the youth's clear voice rang up the scale as 
he sang, "Truth, truth, Oh, to live forever — 
to live in truth 1" 

"Hal Hal" sang the old man, while his hands 
slowly refilled his pipe. "We learn to lie, 
just as we learn to warm ourselves by the 
fireside, instead of the sun." 

And the youth persisted in a low minor tone, "To 
love, to guard the noble and peaceful 
women, — the women who are like daisies 
that beautify the level landscape." 

"So," sang the old man in a full bass, " So, but 
look thou also to the women that have 
braved life's seas, and are like the poplars 
and the elms that reach and blend with the 
sky, enriching space and height I" 
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THE MELODY OF OUR SOUL 

We carry the melody of our soul wherever we 
go- 

You who swept the melody of yours over my 
heart with the recklessness of a wind that 
has circled the ocean in a hurricane. 

Teach me not to forget, not to forget 
The pressure of your lips, 
The strength of your arms, 
The smile of your eyes, 
The song of your laughter I 
We carry the melody of our soul wherever we go. 
You who swept yours over mine, 
Teach me not to forget, not to forget! — 
Not to linger in the soft brown shadows, 
Or seek the comforts of artificial arts, 
Or take the kisses too easily given; 
To pass without a longing the burning red of 
rubies, 
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The yellow of gold, the night lights of sapphires, 

The burning glow of dawn hidden in topazes; 

To renounce even the hope of children's laughter 
and their rose-like kisses; 

To close my ears to words spoken softly, 

Though yet perhaps in earnest; 

Yes, even to close my soul to the very sunlight I 

But let me, as one who, fingers pressed tightly 
over his ears, strives to shut out the chatter 
of a burst of thunder, 

Let me, in such a manner, await you to take up 
your own broken songs, left carelessly to 
slumber in my heart! 

We carry the melody of our soul wherever we 

go. 
You who swept yours over mine, 
Ah, you, 
Teach me not to forget — not to forget! 



^ Google 



INFERNO 

I SWAY to you ; I grasp playfully your words, 
even as a child whose tiny hand breaks the pink 
apple-blossom branch on an early Spring day. 

I listen to your words. You laugh, I laugh, 
and we forget the world. 

I sway, I sway, I sway to you. 

But it follows, the world, at first with a tiny 
cry which feebly passes by, and of which we take 
no heed ; 

But it grows and grows, louder and closer, 
until in its rumble I can no longer hear. Then, 
swept by a powerful puff of wind there passes 
before my vision every being I have loved, even 
to the most sacred one — only they have become 
tiny tongues of fire that hiss and hiss and hiss 
as they pass by, followed by a pitiless void of 
blackness. I put out my hand but even you I can 
no longer find. 
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THE ILLUSION. 

Love — A large golden bubble, and you and I, 
arms interlaced, eternally joined in one kiss. 

Then — A wind that is born from the angry red 
of the sky at sunset after a storm, circles and 
circles our golden bubble slowly, silently, 
then madly dashes through our fragile cir- 
cle, shattering it to pieces without even a 
clatter. 

And leaves us to tumble. 

Where? 

To earth and its realities. 
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SIFTING SAND 

Taunt me no more, taunt me no more! 

I can no longer sing that song, my lips are 
stiff and silent. 

Command, command me as you will. 'Tis dead, 
this heart within me. 

Remote, forgotten is each love, each hope of 
childhood. Buried and re-buried, the heart 
indifferently looks on its past. 

And love reared high, and love brought low its 
taunts, its promises, its treacheries, a dream, 
a dream, only a dream, a dream. 

I lift a handful of yellow sand; it gleams, it 
sparkles, it is gold. 

And then, it sifts between my fingers, it is 
gone. 

A dream, a dream, only a dream, a dream. 
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THE ICY CLASP OF LONELINESS 

Often in the caressing wind of an early Spring 
day we feel a twinge that foreshadows the 
chilly days of Autumn. 

In the warmth of your first lover kiss I felt the 
icy clasp of the loneliness that was to follow. 

And I — well! perhaps it is a fancy, but I seem 
to hear the echo of God's laughter as, know- 
ingly, He looks into our hearts, and win- 
nows between His fingers the chaff of what 
we call — love. 

Oh I yes, in your first lover-kiss I felt the iciness 
of the lonely days to follow. 



my Google 



In the sad days of Autumn we often dream of 
the apple-blossoms and the happy time of 
Spring. 

I see my love for you, as a sheet of gold that 
paints the night sky at sunrise, and I trace 
your name in the gray clouds that drift 
across the heavens. 

I am guarding them all — my treasures — my 
laughter — my sighs — my happy moments, 
and my tears, faithfully as a mother, who 
dreams of a crown, but grows supremely 
content in the tender kiss from her baby's 
lips. 

In the great vastness of my soul I feel my reward, 
for in the icy loneliness I know, there comes 
to me eternally, the recollection of the 
warmth of your first lover-kiss. 
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STAND BACK I 

I started with love of you, but mockingly you 
laughed me off. 

Why do you stand now in the open doorway, 
sad-eyed and eager- hearted? 

"Stand back!" I say, "stand backl From you I 
sought the little voices that might have 
echoed in tinier trebles your deep tone — 
the little limbs for me to guide on their 
toddling journey. 

But now, I seek the Great Beyond. 

Love you? 

Yes— 

But take this bundle of song, — "Stand backl" 
I say, "stand backl" 
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PSYCHOLOGY OF COLOR 

When a man meets the woman he loves, and she 
loves him, a great, big, white stillness enters 
their souls, followed by the tender rose of 
courtship that deepens into amethyst. 

Then comes the radiant yellow, that crowns all 
colors with the first tender touch of the 
baby's lips in its timid kiss. 
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THE SECRET 

Who hurt you so, little bird? There, there, lay 
your head in my warm hand 1 Let me caress 
the poor broken wing! 

Has the cat dug his cruel claws into you? 

Or did you soar too high? 

There, there, let me caress the poor broken wing! 

Who hurts you so, you woman whose eyes never 
smile, though the lips part wearily? 

Is it he who sits by your side grossly feeding, 
while your weary eyes search the room, and 
your hand never touches the food? 

I long to whisper a secret to you. 

Smile, smile I God is only asleep in your heart. 

I see, it was another one, long ago, at the early 
Spring of your life. Poor thing, poor thing I 

Who has hurt me so? 

I wanted what I could not get; but now I no 

longer weep. T am happy. 
For my love carved his smile in my heart, and 

went his way. 
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I HAVE LIVED PURE 

It IS a long, long sob I sigh, as if some one pulled 
a knife, buried, forgotten and grown rusty, 
from out my heart. 

Let me live pure — so pure, 

That I can look a daisy in the heart, and never 
blush. 

That I can smell the lilac, feel the Spring, greet 
a tramp with a smile, lay my hand in the 
prostitute's, and softly press hers whose eyes 
are now too weary to weep. 

Let me live pure, and know the thrill, as I open 
my arms to the clear wind that crosses the 
sea. 

Let me dive fearlessly into the huge, curling, 
most ferociously majestic, green breaker, 
and covered by its white foam, laugh softly 
saying, "Pull, if you must, the knife grown 
rusty, forgotten, from out my heart. 

I have lived purel" 
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BUT ONE GOD 

I CAN never be satisfied but in you. 

I can never know but one God. 

None other who caresses me and leaving rudely 
can cause me to shed tears, for I shall never 
even have felt that bestowed caress. 

The memory of you is part of me, and carries me 
into the realms of Paradise. 

Sometimes I feel you near; 

Your eager breath bathes my face as a wind 
that has topped a burning candle. 

I feel your eyes envelop me as an azure sky, 

And your long fingers touch me. 

I repeat, "I shall know 

But one song, 

One laugh, one caress; 

I shall find satisfaction but in you ; 

I shall know but one God." 
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THE SEA GARDEN OF LOST DESIRE 

I dreamed my dream too profoundly to be satis- 
fied with life's realities. 

Out of the depths of night I call your name, 
stifling the murmur. 

As a child would, who in pride strives to still his 
tears after a scolding, 

I struggle with the word I taught myself to re- 
peat — Forget, forget 1 

They say it is better never to go back to relive a 
vanished hour, 

Or reclimb a summit, or long for the sun to 
paint the heavens with the selfsame color 
of the sunset before. 

But I redream my dream, 

Quietly contented, recalling your smile, your 



And, sublimest of all, the sob you swept in my 
soul. 



my Google 



I dreamed my dream too profoundly to be satis- 
fied with life's realities; 

And so I wander again, and again — 

Solitary, alone, 

In the sea garden of lost desire. 
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